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	Deadlocked

**Ok, before I begin I just had to get something off my chest. This is a series I didn't think I'd have a chance to write for because I never actually had the heart to even consider attempting at making something for it. I say that because I feel Resident Evil is a series only true fans should represent and as such I'm not a long time fan, I haven't followed the games since the beginning, I actually got involved when the series hit its identity crisis. My friend had introduced me to the series with Resident Evil 5 when we were in High School, I never had interest in the games since I was against the whole idea of horror back when I was younger. I was a pretty cowardly boy back then. While we were at lunch my friends were all playing PC emulator's of Resident Evil 4 almost daily, it was all I've ever seen on their screen so I get curious and wonder what all the talk is about and my friend lets me hold his copy of Resident Evil 5 since he had it on PS3. I under the impression its one of the scariest in the series but little did I know Resident Evil 5 marked the turning point in the series, I wouldn't really say RE4 was the reason because it seemed to balance survival/horror with action quite well whereas 5 put more emphasis on action. **

**So long story short I played 5, loved it, and got more involved with the series. When Capcom re-released RE4 on the PS3 I wasted no time and bought that as well, played it and loved it just as much as I did 5. I replayed both games like crazy and still play RE4 from time to time. I wanted to get Revelations but my lack of 3DS prevented me from really playing it and by the time it came out on consoles my original PS3 died and I couldn't get it and when I got my new PS3 I had completely forgotten about it and never got around to buying it, then Revelations 2 came out for the PS4 and I got that, and I'm currently playing the hell out of that. **

**I managed to workup the heart to try my hand at writing for the series after getting inspired from watching Degeneration and Damnation yet also a ton of abridged videos on YouTube. I've mainly been writing stories that involve humor that pokes fun at certain things within games but with Resident Evil I wanted to try my hand at handling horror and a bit of action. I feel I'm a little rusty with things outside my comfort writing zone so I wanted to try and expand, I felt Resident Evil would give me the opportunity to attempt it while also trying to keep light humor elements in there, so it won't be all grim and depression 24/7.**

**What I have here is kind of a limited oneshot, I didn't know what kind of waters I was stepping in when writing so most of the original idea's I had were scrapped to keep the story more tamed. But I've gone on long enough here, if you actually managed to get through that and read it all then I give you props for not getting bored halfway through. Here's my attempt at trying Resident Evil:**

* * *

><p>The scene opens with a blurry and dark first person view of a currently unknown individual seated in a chair in the middle of a dimly lit room. The view slowly fades in and out as if someone was blinking. A few seconds later the vision of the unnamed soul becomes clearer as they finally were brought back around to their senses. Now that things have somewhat returned to normal for them they try to stand from the chair but the sound of chains rattling filled the once quiet room there was also the feel of constraint around their wrist. They look down to their hands and noticed the chair was equipped with metal locks on the arm rests that kept their arms pinned down, the leg of the chairs also had a similar lock that kept their ankles restrained as well.<p>

Upon realizing they were trapped panic began to ensue. "W-What the hell?" The voice was revealed to be male as he finally spoke, "What is this?! HELP!" he continued to jerk his limbs in a desperate attempt to get free but to no avail. "Am I dead?!"

"No. You're not dead." A second voice came from behind him, it was female. "You've been taken against your will." Before the male could respond the lights in the room began to flicker on and off before finally turning all the way on. The lights reveal the figure as a young man, who appeared to be in his early to mid-twenties as a rough estimate based on his physical appearance. "Rise and shine, my adorable little guinea pig. This is my baby, the Red Queen Alpha."

With the lights now on the room was now perfectly clear. It was a rather small area with dozens of pictures from various locations around the world hung up on the walls, they were all jumbled together in no particular order or fashion. In front of him was a large red double door with chains around it. There was a second door to his right, it was blue and appeared to have been just an ordinary door in comparison to the one in front of him. To his left was a headless manikin and a table, neither seemed special. Behind him was a wooden desk that held a phone, an antique gramophone and a few books beside it.

"I've invested a lot of time into making this the perfect battle simulator. And now it's time for you to show me what it can do."

"Battle simulator? What kind of insane alyssum did you break out of? I'm not doing that."

"If you don't you die."

"Die? Pfft! You're bluffing."

"I've injected you with a special virus. If you don't comply and follow my orders I'll turn you into something…truly terrifying. I've kidnapped you and bound you to a chair, do you honestly think I'd be lying about something like that?"

"You injected me with something?! You sick bitch! Playing with human life to see if your experiments work?!"

"Heh. Sorry. It's kinda my only hobby."

"Hm. Sounds like you could use some dick. It'd get the stick out your ass and you'd be doing something productive with your life rather than this unnecessary bullshit."

"Kiss my ass. I'm awesome."

The male rolled his eyes and huffed after she gave her response. "Anyway, this reminds me of Saw so basically I play your little game and you let me go free?"

"That's the gist of it. Yes."

There wasn't much of a choice, he had to play her game and there was no telling what exactly was in store for him. It was a combat simulator as she claimed so he figure he'd be involved with some kind of unground cage fighting type thing. "Ok. I'll do it." He reluctantly agreed. The moment he gave his answer the metal cuffs from around his wrist and ankles unlocked and he was free. He noticed and stood up from the chair, giving a good stretch as he had been out of commission for quite some time.

"Smart. I knew you'd be willing once you understood the choices I was offering."

"Shut up. Where and who are you?"

"Where is not important." He looked around the room to see if he could identify where the source of the voice was coming from. "My name is also not important however you can address me as, 'The Overseer'. A fitting alias, wouldn't you agree?"

He turned and noticed the telephone on the wooden dresser. He wasted no time in running over and picking it. It was a rotary dial model from around the 1940's. He held the phone up to his ear only to be greeted by the sound of static. "Damn it!"

"You…honestly thought I would have a working telephone in here?"

He shifted his gaze to the left and noticed the Overseer's voice was coming out of the gramophone. That was her way of communicating with him. "Worth a shot."

"No. That was stupid."

"Then why would you put a phone in here?"

"Homey touches."

"…In a small prison with only a single chair and a headless manikin. Yet you feel putting a phone in here would make your captives feel at home?"

"I suppose I get off on giving people false hope. Now, my guinea pig, it's time for you to-"

He held his hand up and had his head turned to the side, gesturing for her to stop right there, "Ah, ah! I have a name, lady. My name is-"

"You'll be known as 'The Player' from here on out. I don't care what your name, that's your new name and if you interrupt me again I'll cut both your balls off."

He didn't respond to that, a bit of fear hit him there. "Sorry. 'The Player' it is."

"Good. Now, it's time for you to go and show me what you can do. Run, my little hairball! Spin those wheels!"

The Player stood there for a few seconds, staring blankly at the gramophone. "…So, like, what? Do I just stand here and wait for you to send some people in here to fight me?"

"No. Deploy at the big red door and start your mission."

He faced the large door and began to make his way over, "Mission?" he questioned himself quietly halfway to his destination. He stood there and waited for something to happen but nothing occurred. He reached for the two doorknobs and grabbed a hold of them, he inhaled before giving a long exhale, whatever it was he was in he was hoping it wouldn't last long, he pulled back and opened the door only to come face-to-face with a blinding white light. He recoiled and used his arm to shield his eyes.

A few seconds later the light faded away and the Player was now in a completely different location. The first thing the Player felt was a chilling breeze, he opened his eyes and wrapped his arms around himself for warmth.

"H-H-Holy s-shit! It's cold!" He looked around and noticed he wasn't in the small room from just a few seconds ago. He was in an outdoor trash dump like area in an unidentifiable building somewhere located in Ediona, an Eastern Europe state. "How did I get here? Where even am I? I- uuugh, I can't even worry about that now. I need to find someplace warm before I do anything. Gonna freeze my ass off out here."

The Player now began to make his way through the garbage dump, luckily there was a flight of stairs that lead to the upper level. He proceeded along and eventually came across a ladder on the second floor which then lead to the third. The wind began to pick up as he was getting closer to the outside, however this just meant it got colder for him. After he climbed up the ladder there was a walkway that lead to a narrow corridor, the Player continued on and as he got to the corridor's entrance he came across a lone figure, blocking his path to the second ladder that lead to the higher floor.

"Hey, um…"

He tried calling out to the mysterious figure who was wearing nothing but tattered clothing, the only response seemed to be weak gasping. The Player got closer, thinking the man couldn't hear him, but just as he got within range the individual turned and revealed itself to be a decaying corpse much to the former's horror. The deformed male resembled that of the undead, being almost nothing but skin and bone, the bone being seen through the dying skin as if he had never eaten. Before the Player could retaliate the zombie like soul grabbed ahold of his shoulders and lunged its head forward, open jaws, and biting into the Player's neck. Defenseless and unexpectingly the Player took the bite and could only scream in agony as the teeth pierced his flesh, he struggled to pull the creature off of him but it was a real struggle to pry it out, the teeth were really latching to him. With enough effort the Player was finally able to push the monster back, resulting in it stumbling back and falling over to the ground. The Player was in bad condition and was bleeding out heavily from his injury, he too fell back and laid out on the cold ground, bleeding to death.

Everything around him faded to black and all that welcomed him was an endless abyss of darkness…for about ten seconds, then he awakens on the ground in that small room he was in prior. He jumped up in a panic and frantically looked around.

"Whoa…" the Overseer spoke up, surprised to see him, "You're back already?"

"The fuck?! How did I end up back here?!" He quickly placed his hand on the nape of his neck where he was bitten to check if the injury was still there but it was gone and he was perfectly fine.

"What happened?"

"I was…I was in this cold area and then after that I saw this guy but when I got to him he wasn't a guy he was this…ugly ass, hungry looking thing. It was a nightmare! What kind of test is this?"

"Wait, a Rotten? No way! You got killed by the first Rotten? AHAHAHAHA! You suck!"

The Player quickly crawled over to the gramophone and looked up at it in disbelief while sitting on his knees, "You fucking named it?!" he ran his fingers through his hand in a panic while waiting for her to reply.

"Oh man. That's rich. You scrub, next time bring a weapon."

"A weapon?"

"You didn't think to equip a weapon?"

"HOW THE HELL WAS I SUPPOSED TO KNOW YOU'D HAVE DEAD PEOPLE WITH THE MUNCHIES? You didn't tell me anything!"

"Oh yeah. Well, I'll give you a katana for starters. How's that?"

"A katana?" He raised a single brow at her offer. "Screw that. Give me a freaking gun!"

"No. Not until you've learned how to…now, what is it the kids say? 'Git gud' was it?"

He wasn't impressed, possibly even being a bit salty, and threw his hand down on the desk, "Go to hell! I'm not fighting zombies with a goddamn sword. That requires me getting in close and I don't want to die! …Again."

You've already agreed to do all my tests so now you HAVE to do them and abide by my rules. So you use a katana until further notice."

The Player looked on helplessly and slowly slid down to the ground, "Son of a bitch…" he just remembered he was alive. "Wait!" He perked up, "How am I alive?"

"You've wasted a Blue Birth Crystal or BBC for short." There was a bit of awkward silence for a second there. Seeing that she wasn't correcting herself the Player began to laugh which went from soft to hysterical in seconds much to the Overseer's confusions. "What're you laughing at?"

He was barely able to get himself under control again but after coming down from it he was able to stop laughing and regain himself, "Nothing. Continue." he chuckled a bit more and shook his head at her blissful ignorance.

"Well…anyway, you've wasted your BBC. You only get ten at a time and every time you've taken a beating to the point of death another disappears. Whenever you die I'll bring you back here but once you lose your last one that's it. Take care of your BBC's, they're to be treasured and cared for if you value life."

The situation couldn't be taken seriously by the Player at this point but apparently these crystals are an important source for his survival, that much he understood. "So if I run out of these crystals-"

"You actually die. BUT if you'd like you could buy some from me and I can give you more."

"…What?"

"Yeah. Pay me some money and I'll give you another go at your failures when you run out."

"You want me to pay for retries? That is a horrible idea. Why would you even consider that? Sounds like you're desperate for cash. What're you going to do next? Make me pay for costumes?"

"Why you little…ok, fine. I was trying to be nice but since you want to be a smartass you get nothing! Next time you die it's over."

"Aaaw! What?!" He got up to his feet in protest, "That's not fair! I'm already running your stupid test the least you can do is throw me a bone."

"Now who's desperate?"

His back talk came back to bit him, now his situation was even more grim and riskier. His survival was paper thin and his first weapon being a katana wasn't the best starting point for the unknown horror's that awaited him behind those doors. "Ok, I guess I walked right into that one but I can't do anything with a katana on my own. Can't you at least give me a partner?"

"A partner? Hm…y'know, now that you've given me the thought that's actually an intriguing idea. Why only have one guinea pig when I can test multiple? Sure. I'll give you a partner."

"Great. I want a total badass. Give me a highly trained solider that kicks a lot of ass. One who looks cool too, that fills the part. Wearing heavy gear to protect him from all kinds of dangers and a mask that protects his identity, maybe a gas mask in case some viral outbreak occurs and the air is contaminated. It'd also be pretty cool if he was wearing all black as well."

The secondary door that was there bursts open, the sound of a doorbell ringing caught the Player's attention, a blonde woman in a black and orange diving suit was tossed into the room and hit the floor. The door seemingly closed itself behind her after she was rudely thrown in.

"There's your partner." The Overseer stated.

The Player walked over to the woman, she had an FBC air tank equipped. She placed her hand on her backside and rubbed it as it was apparently sore from the fall. "Ouch, goddamn it. That…hurt."

"Are you alright?" The Player asked in concern.

"I thought I wasn't for a second…I'm all good now. Thanks." She turned and faced the Player, her hair was heavily covering her eyes though. This was instantly something that stood out to the Player who didn't initially know how to react to her heavily guarded eyes.

"Um, you wanna try moving your hair out the way?"

"Huh?" She asked innocently.

The Player stomped his foot on the ground and faced the gramophone in disappointment, "Overseer, you gave me a blind partner?! What kind of cheap bullshit are you pulling?"

"I chose the first name I saw." She plainly responded.

The woman stood up and tapped the Player's shoulder to get his attention. He turned back to her but his eyes were met with her exposed cleavage which had a rather well-endowed window. "I'm not blind. I can see just fine." She explained she could see but the Player's eyes were clearly focused on staring at her chest but somehow the woman couldn't actually tell he was eying her. His eyes slowly peered up to her…bangs.

"You sure? Because, uh…your front is pretty exposed, miss- um…"

"Rachael. Rachael Foley." The Overseer intervened and proved the name of the woman for the Player. "She was an agent working for the Federal Bioterrorism Commission, better known as the FBC."

The Player crossed his arms and inspected her, she didn't look the part. And with her breasts being exposed down the middle he couldn't really believe she was a professional. He had his doubts and wasn't too sure about the partnership. The Overseer on the other hand was confused as to why the Player wasn't laughing at the FBC acronym.

Rachael grabbed a hold of her diving suits zipper and zipped it up as far as it could reach. It got to the bottom of her chest but it was forced to stop due to her size, it appears the suit was rather tight for her body and the only way she could get it on was to have it zipped halfway. "The FBC provided me with one suit. I tried my best to get it on but…I just can't get it up." With each attempt at getting it higher it caused her bust to pull up and as a result bounce up and down. The Player was hypnotized and obviously distracted, his head followed the bounce making it appear as if he was nodding 'yes' to her.

"Aah!" He shook his head and came back to his senses, "I see. Ok, ok. She might not be blind but holy shit is that body distracting. In a good way." He muttered the latter half of his sentence to himself so that she wouldn't hear him.

Before long Rachael stopped trying to get the best of her suit, it just wouldn't zip and she brought the zipper back down to where it felt the most comfortable. She took a gander around the room and took everything in, "Hm. How did I get here? I can't seem to remember much before being in this room." among the many pictures on the wall she was able to identify one frame which had the picture of a ship, the writing along the side dubbed it as the 'Queen Zenobia'. Rachael focused on the picture with a strange sense of déjà vu.

"You've always been here, darling." Said the Overseer, getting Rachael and the Player's attention, "But let's not sweat the details. For now all you need to worry about is that your mission at hand."

"Mission?" Rachael questioned.

"The mission to help develop my wondrous creation." She answered.

The Player shook his head as she was missing the only important detail, "Basically we're prisoners. Human test subjects for this pyscho to see if her 'battle simulator' works against common folk. I have no idea what her ultimate goal is but there's no sugarcoating our situation. Chances are we're gonna die."

"D-Die?" Rachael felt a chill run down her spine. She didn't have any real recollection of what she was doing prior to being thrown in the room and being hit with such blunt statement by the Player only added more confusion and a bit of uncertainty to her situation.

"Don't listen to him, Rachael. He's just being a pessimist."

"And you're being a bitch. Nobody's perfect." He retorted.

"Hardy-Har-Har." Their banter kept Rachael in silence. She had no idea how to react to them and her questions weren't being answered either so no real progress was being made. The Overseer cleared her throat and was ready to get back to business, "Ok, enough chit chat. It's time to show me what you can do. You'll get your weapons once you've entered the arena."

Rachael held up her finger nervously to the gramophone. "I-I have a question or two…"The Player grabbed her arm and dragged her along despite her claims, "Wait! I want to ask some stuff!"

"Chances are she's not gonna answer without beating around the bush and I just want to go home so let's get this over with."

He approached the door with Rachael standing behind him. He grabbed the double door knobs and pulled them back, opening them to be welcomed by the blinding white light that had gotten him earlier. It was now coming as a surprise to Rachael who had to cover her eyes…for some reason. The light enveloped everything until there was nothing but white limbo. A few seconds later the light begins to fade and the dump area of Edoina was the new setting.

The Player felt the cold air and knew it was safe to reopen his eyes. To his surprise he had a long katana within his grasp, he held the sword up and inspected it in awe. "Oh damn…this is a pretty cool sword. She wasn't bullshitting. Rachael, what weapon did she give you?" Rachael had a standard pistol in her hand and her left boot was equipped with a combat knife holster that housed her secondary weapon. She was more speechless on the fact that they had seemingly teleported to a completely new location, the Player was a bit upset to see the Overseer equipped her with a better weapon set. "Oh, what the hell? She gives you a gun AND a knife? What kind of- UGH! I don't even care. That means you can shoot whatever comes our way."

"How did we end up here? Also…why is it so cold?" Unfortunately for her the Player was already well on his way through the simulation arena that was a near perfect replica of the actual location of Edoina. Rachael saw him already on the second floor climbing up the ladder just passed the stairs and began to run after him, "Hey! Wait up a second! Don't leave me!"

He was more focused on getting payback on that zombie that took a bite out of him before. He carefully snuck his way across the metal catwalk until he reached the same corridor where the first undead resided. Its back was turned so it was completely unaware of his presence. Deciding to take advantage of the situation the Player continued to sneak up on his unsuspecting enemy and as he got within reach he lunged the katana forward and pierced the zombie through the chest, it reacted by weakly screeching out. The Player continued to hold the katana into the backside of the enemy, the hilt was pressed against its back. He couldn't help but grin devilishly.

"Ha! How's that feel you son of a bitch?! Payback's a motherfucker, ain't it?" He quickly yanked the katana out of the zombie's back, it then fell to its knees and then over to its front side. As it remained still on the ground for a few seconds it slowly started to disintegrate into ash much to his surprise. He looked down to the katana and nodded his head, impressed, but he was unaware that all the enemies he would come across would die like that, it had nothing to do with the sword.

Rachael managed to catch up to him and came to halt as she stood behind him, "Geez. You didn't have to leave me like that."

"My bad. I was still kinda salty this thing killed me my first time here."

"Killed…?"

"Yep. I died but respawned. The Overseer did it but I kinda messed up by pissing her off so there's no more of that. If we die then we die so we're gonna have to put our survival skills to the test." She was still very much uncertainty of everything that was going on. She felt her heart race and panic catching on. The Player faced forward and noticed a longer ladder leading up to the higher ground, he made his way over to it and climbed up, "C'mon, we really need to stick together." Rachael had no choice in the matter, she was here and the best thing to do was to play along until she had the chance to get some more answers. She climbed up behind him and the two were making even more progress. The Player stopped once he got to the top, the first thing he noticed was another zombie waiting at the end of the hall for them. It was facing forward so unlike the last one it caught sight of him.

He climbed up and held his katana at the ready. Rachael made her way up and stood beside her partner, seeing the same sight as he did. "What the hell is that?!" She asked as she witnessed the target slowly approaching them.

"Our enemy. Don't worry, I got this!" The Player charged in with a confident smirk, he held the katana overhead and swung it diagonally across the zombie's torso, cutting it good and deep. The zombie was heavily damaged and twirled 180 degrees before falling down onto the ground, disintegrate similar to the one before it. "This sword kicks ass!" Before he could celebrate the sound of faint breathing could be heard just around the next corner. The Player turned to Rachael and placed his index finger over his lip, prompting her to keep quiet which she does, he quietly scales the wall until he reached the next corner, there he noticed two more waiting for them. One with its back turned and the other at the end of the corridor by the exit, facing their direction. He moved back into position and turned back to Rachael, "There's two more around this corner. I'll go up and get the first one and you get my back and shoot the second one."

Rachael looked down to her gun and swallowed whatever fear and doubt she had before nodding at him. "Right…gotcha."

He smiled at her and peeped back over the corner, once he saw they were still in position he moved in, sneaking up behind the first zombie who was unaware of him. He got close enough and kicked the zombie in the back, forcing it over on its front, after it was downed the Player quickly shoved the katana into the back of the zombie's head. The second Rotten noticed what was going on and began stumbling over to the action, the Player ducked, "Rachael, let him have it!"

"Right!" She jumped out from cover and started unloading the gun into the zombie's upper body, it continued stumbling toward them despite being shot. The Player raises a curious brow to Rachael's aim and looks back to her.

"What are you doing?"

"I'm shooting it…" She stopped firing to answer him, only five bullets left.

"It's a zombie! Shoot it in the head!"

She never had experience with this before but she took his words into consideration, carefully she aimed and when she had enough confidence in her aim she pulled the trigger and fired a bullet straight into the Rotten's head, piercing its skull and coming right out through the back. Rachael stood in awe as she watched the zombie drop to the ground. "That worked?"

The Player got up from the ground and dusted his jeans off, "Of course it worked. Aren't you familiar with horror cliché's?"

"Horror cliché's?"

He slouched over slightly as she was clearly unaware of what he was talking about, "You must've been living underneath a Dwayne Johnson. Shoot a zombie or any undead in the head and you basically stop them in their tracks. It's their most vulnerable spot or something."

Rachael pondered on his explanation holding her chin between her thumb and index finger, "But they're already dead so how would shooting their brain work? It shouldn't be. Right? I mean…they're DEAD. Nothing should be working."

She had a point, he didn't know how to really respond yet he did think on it for a second. "You're asking a lot of questions." He replied, "Now c'mon. We've got some zombies to slay." he held his katana forward and ran ahead to the exit which lead outside, Rachael sighed and followed along, letting the Player handle the fighting while she stayed behind. While they both had a lack of any real experience the Player was the only one who seemed to be enjoying himself as he laid his sword to the undead.

The two made their way down a narrow street which seemed to have been clear but as they approach the bottom where the next corner was two more infected spawned out of a purple light that flashed on the ground, acting as a sort of portal. Initially surprised by this the duo was stopped in their tracks but this didn't stop the Player from proceeding, he slashed away at the zombies and cut them down. The moment he laid them to rest an alarming 'hiss' emitted from around their next corner, a third zombie spawned and was on the move, coming around the corner and walking down the narrow street toward the Player and Rachael, however it was met with the same fate as the ones before it and had the sharp blade strike its body. Three more hisses alerted the duo but this time it came from behind Rachael, who turned and saw three Rotten rise up from the ground. She panicked and shot all 5 of her remaining bullets into the groups body. Just as she remembered to aim for the head all she was given was the sound of a loud 'click', revealing that she was out of ammo. She looked down to her gun and threw it toward the zombies as a last means of defense but it did jack shit and they continued walking toward her.

Rachael quickly ran toward the Player and frantically tapped his shoulder, "Hey, hey, hey! T-THEY'RE COMING!"

"What?" He turned in the direction she was pointing and saw the three approaching zombies. "Ok? Shoot them. Where's your gun?"

"I threw it."

"You threw- Why the hell would you throw it?"

"It was out of ammo. What was I supposed to do?"

"Reload it!"

She checked the ammo holster she had on her hip and within the two slots she felt the two pistol mags securely placed in their rightful spots. "…Oh." She could feel a blush coming on from embarrassment. The Player shook his head at her cowardice, he gripped his katana and went in to give the oncoming Rotten a beating.

He stabbed the first one in the gut, making its upper body limp forward toward him, but it was still alive, rising its head with opened jaws in an attempt to bite at the Player but luckily he was able to react fast enough by lifting up his foot and kicking the zombie off of the blade. The zombie that was impaled fell back onto the two others, who went down along with it. With them all lying defenselessly on the ground the Player took the katana and stabbed all three in their heads, finishing them. After making quick work of the three enemies he searched the ground for Rachael's gun, it didn't take him long to find it amongst the decaying bodies of the Rotten. He crouched down and picked it up, bringing it back to its owner.

"Here. Use your head next time. When you're in a horror situation like that you want to avoid as many cliché's as possible." He held the gun out to her so that she could take it from him, "It's bad enough you're a blonde, that's usually the mark of a free kill. Blonde's usually never make it to the end of a horror scenario."

That didn't make her feel at ease, but she was grateful to him for helping get her gun back. She took the pistol and withdrew one of the mags from the holster, emptying the old mag and exchanging for the new one. "Thanks…sorry about that."

"Yeah. It's fine. You usually don't want to look the way you do either. Sexy people usually die at the beginning or nearing the last few survivor's, usually when they think it's a smart idea to randomly have sex in the woods, alone, near a haunted lake or something. It's pretty dumb."

Rachael was trying her best to follow, scratching her head sheepishly between sentences, but there was only so much before it began to sound ridiculous. In fact the only thing that made sense to her was not dropping your only weapon in the face of danger. "Right…I'll be sure to remember that." She slowly formed a fake smile.

"Good." He smiled back at her with a supporting hand placed on her shoulder, "Hopefully I gave you enough insight to keep you aware for the future. Remember: sexy blonde chicks, clearly around for fanservice, have no meaning and are usually the first to die, casually around the first 10 minutes into the introduction of initiating horror."

Tthe two carried on with their mission. Putting down any Rotten that came their way. Rachael did her best to stay away from the action, mainly acting as support for the Player, the katana was surprisingly effect and he quickly got the hang of the basics for fighting zombies, it was much easier than most movies made it seem, they were slow and weak when not biting into your flesh for some reason. Their fight took them across the snowy poverty area, they ran through old shakes and jumped out of small windows, cutting and shooting all hostiles that got in their way. The two eventually came across a more open area after they came out the remains of a ruined house. They pass a dead tree and proceeded to move on toward a nearby drop that lead to a hillside, however their path was blocked by golden chains.

"Looks like a dead end." Said Rachael as she inspected the chains.

The Player looked at her and then back to the chains, "Or-" he added, "we could just crawl under them?" the Player reached his hand out for the chains but his hand was hit by an invisible force, that shocked and propelled him back. Rachael quickly ran to his aid but he managed to pick himself up, "Ow! The fuck?!"

"Are you ok?!"

"Yeah. I'm fine but what the hell just hit me?" The keyhole on the large lock began to glow. The pair noticed this but as soon as they did so the sound of multiple enemy hisses echoed throughout the area, it was fight time. To their right was a flight of stairs leading to a small boxed area and an empty shack, it was there that the first wave of enemies appeared. The Player stood up and held his katana at the ready, Rachael stood up after him. "Looks like we're gonna have to wait it out. Based on that lock I'm guessing she wants us to keep killing these things until we find the one who has the key."

"You serious?"

"That's my guess anyway. Pretty mundane if you ask me but it's worth a shot." The spawning Rotten were on the move, the Player and Rachael had their eyes focused on the stairs and waited for them to arrive, they come from around the corner and slowly made their way up the stairs. "I'll cut em down, you cover me if I run into any trouble."

"Got it." Rachael nods.

Rushing in the Player initiated his attack strategy: running in and cutting everything. Rachael was focused on keeping her gun aimed in case any surrounding danger charged at him but the more he cut away the more Rotten spawned, this was different from before, they came in bigger pairs than the ones they faced before. Rachael's focused shifted to her right, the building they came out of was now spawning more Rotten. She noticed and quickly turned to them, gasping as their only exit was now blocked off. She aimed carefully, lining up her sights and fired a bullet for the first two that appeared, successfully making a headshot. The Player was distracted by the sudden gunfire and looked up the stairs to see Rachael shooting, though he couldn't see at what.

"Rachael, what's going on up there?" He took his eyes off his increasing mob of enemies but a moving black figure out the corner of his eye caught his attention, as he turned around he nearly found himself grabbed by one of the undead, he pulled the katana up in a defensive horizontal position and managed to block his neck with the blade which the Rotten bitten down on instead.

Rachael fired a few more shots at the oncoming wave. Her pistol quickly ran out of ammo and the numbers of enemies continued building up, she unloaded the empty clip and reached for the last one she had, reloading her weapon. "They're coming out the door! I-I don't think I can stop them!"

The Player grit his teeth seeing how dire the situation was becoming and his end was no better. He summoned his inner strength and shoved the Rotten back off of his blade, pulling out most of its teeth with force. Another was approaching from his left, he quickly turned and delivered a slash across its chest, another was crawling up to him and managed to grab a hold of his leg he felt this and looked down in horror, he was almost bitten by the unexpected enemy. Before the Rotten could sink its jaws into his calf a bullet was sent straight into its skull, right through the brain, instantly killing it. The Player was shocked to see he narrowly avoided a close call and looked up the stairs to see Rachael aiming her gun for the Rotten that nearly bit him. He held up his hand and gave her an enthusiastic thumbs up, "Good one!" he praised her.

She couldn't help but smirk as she managed to help out her partner but she wasn't out the woods yet, the Rotten were still spawning. She put her attention back on the incoming threat and readjusted her focus on the matter at hand, while she was still making successful head shoots the number of enemies continued to increase, it seemed as if it wouldn't stop and she was running out of ammo rather quickly. Rachael began to lose her focus, succumbing to fear. She could feel her legs trembling as she was now forced to begin backing up. Soon enough she fired the last bullet, unfortunately though it missed and her jaw dropped in horror as the next sound to come out of her pistol was an empty 'click'. She desperately pulled the trigger multiple times hoping there was a ray of hope in the chamber but nothing. Five approaching Rotten were closing in on the defenseless woman.

"…Stay back! Don't come any closer!" She pleaded, now with her back against the wall. Despite this her starved foes continued on, holding out their arms and ready to bite into Rachael's body and satisfy their hunger. Rachael turned her head to the side and braced for the worst.

The sound of footsteps hitting against concrete could be heard faintly amongst the weak moaning of the undead, the Player made his way up the stairs as fast as he could to reach Rachael in time before any harm could come to her. Once he was up on the higher ground once more he immediately went to work on cutting down the Rotten, going through them one by one until he finally got to the last one, shoving the katana through its back, piercing it to its front. Their grunts ceased and Rachael realized no harm came to her, she slowly turned her head to the side and only saw the tip of the katana just barely touching her chest and the last of the Rotten was stopped dead in its tracks. The Player pulled back and threw the slain creature back to the rest of the bodies of the decaying corpses. He was at a loss of breath, using up a lot of stamina to handle the mob of enemies with a physical weapon.

"Are you ok?" He asked. Rachael was speechless, only able to nod her head as she stood in disbelief, surprised to find herself alive. "Good. Word of advice though, don't ever stop fighting. Never throw your life away like that. You were out of ammo, right? Then you pull out the knife and cut like a madman." She remained still with her back against the wall, the sound of a light sizzle caught her attention as she looked down to the disintegrating bodies. After they were all reduced to nothingness a lone golden key remained from the last one's body.

"L-Look…" She pointed, "A key!"

The Player looked in the direction she was pointing and sure enough there was a key lying on the ground where the bodies once were. He got down on one knee and picked the key up in one hand while holding the katana in the other. "You're right. It must be for the lock, right? Since it's all golden and stuff. Kick ass! I think that means we did it." Rachael quietly huffed in relief and smiled in relief but this moment of calm wouldn't last for long…the sound of a familiar hiss got their attention, it was coming from the down the stairs. There were more Rotten spawning, the sound of their weak moaning was proof enough that more were on the rise. The Player stood up couldn't believe more were coming. "You kidding me? Nope." He then turned to Racheal, "We're getting the hell outta here."

She nodded at him, "Yeah. Let's go!" the Player acted immediately and ran for the golden lock. He got the key inside the keyhole and gave it a good twist, instantly unlocking the chain that once blocked their way. The chains fell to the ground and allowed them to pass, the two nod at one another once more and continued to make a dash for safety, the Rotten could be seen in the background, coming after them but as slow as they were moving there was no way in hell they were catching them.

The Player and Rachael jump off of the ledge leading to the lower area. Once they landed a large pillar of light enveloped them, forcing the pair to shield their eyes from the light similar to their first time going through the red doors back in the lobby area. The light began to die down and soon enough the area transformed to the same room they started in back at the beginning of the mission.

"That's the spirit, lab rat!" An all too familiar voice spoke to the two who lowered their arms from their eyes, "Both your vitals are stable as well."

"We're back?" Rachael placed her hand over heart and exhaled happily, "Thank goodness…"

The Player made his way over to the gramophone, standing triumphantly before it, "Ok, we ran your test. Now let us go home."

"You ran ONE test out of many. You're not done yet."

The Player's eyes widened and Rachael looked over to the gramophone as well, "Whoa, whoa, one of many?" he repeated in a confused tone.

"I never said there would be one test. Fool. I've got plenty in store for you. At least until you die then I'll have to get a new test subject and pick up wherever my data of you left off." Unable to comprehend his own anger the Player's eye twitched. Had he known he was agreeing to a multitude of tests he would've protested, even though that most likely wouldn't have worked either so he was pretty much in a deadlock situation. "By the way I found out why you were laughing at my acronym for Blue Birth Crystals. Very juvenile. That's why I renamed them to 'Life Crystals', so now you won't be able to make fun of that."

"Wait, why rename them? You've taken that option away from me."

"I'm giving the opportunity to your partner. She hasn't pissed me off and seems like a sweet, obedient pet."

Rachael pointed to herself curiously, "Me?"

"Yes, my dear. I'm giving you a better shot at surviving my tests. Don't let death stop you from moving forward. If you ever die while running a course I'll revive you back to full health."

"Oh. Not sure I understand…but that's nice!"

"That's bullshit." The Player interrupted as he was given the short end of the stick.

"Indeed it is." The Overseer continued with a pleased tone, "I start you off with ten but once you run out that's the end of you but if you'd like you can always buy more Life Crystals and I'll get you back in the fray."

"Buy? Like, with real money?" Rachael asked now sounding a bit unsure.

"Yes. What else would I be referring to?"

"Why would I do that? I'm already being held against my will, why would I pay you money to bring me back to life? You'd basically be giving death no consequence. It wouldn't exactly be a test of survival and combat if I can come back time and time again. Also, it just doesn't sound like something I'd want to buy. The concept of it doesn't sound really good. Sounds pretty greedy actually."

The Player clapped his hands together once and raised his hands, "Thank you!"

"…You know what? Fine. Both of you can kiss my ass. Now neither of you get my Life Crystals!"

The Player shrugged it off, "Honestly, I don't think we needed them to begin with. Now that we know it's a fight for our lives we'll just be extra careful now." it didn't seem to affect him. "I have faith in my partner so I think we're gonna beat this thing and make it through."

Hearing what he said, and with such confidence, put a smile on Rachael's face. Their situation may have been grave and filled with danger but a supporting companion by her side made it feel less dire. The Overseer wasn't impressed with his newfound determination, she was going to ensure she didn't make it easy for them. "We'll see about that…" The gramophone went quiet, signaling the Overseer was no longer present.

The Player sighed and turned to Rachael with a dull expression. "Looks like she's gonna try and work our asses off. I don't know what exactly we got into but I know we're gonna have to stick together if we want to make it out of this alive. You with me?"

"I kinda don't have a choice. I don't even remember why or how I got here. Eventually I hope that woman will fill me in on what I'm doing here."

"You don't know? Well don't worry. I'm sure everything will work out in the end but for now, partners." He held out his hand to her.

Rachael looked down to his hand and extended hers out to his, locking their hands in a supporting grip. "Partners." She agreed.

The two shook hands to signify their newfound partnership. It was them against the Overseer and her sick, twisted game. Both of these fighters had little survival skills and their chances of getting through it all alive was a very slim hope. With renewed faith in one another they take their chances in braving the horror's that await them…if only they'd known.

* * *

><p><strong>And done! So, anyone who played raid mode should already be familiar with this setup. Alex Wesker needed somebody to test to her new A.I program and uses a blank figure to run her trials and see just what its made of, basically revisit most of the locations from RE6 and shoot things. Basic stuff. So I decided to use that opportunity of non-canon nonsense and craft a story out of it. It's not supposed to really make much sense by the way, most things I write are borderline self-aware and pokes fun at itself and the universe it occurs in, I should have the character's break the fourth wall more lol.<strong>

**And on the subject of character I wanted to explain my reason for using Rachael. I might've not played the original Revelations but I watched a ton of gameplay footage on YouTube, including the extended footage trailers from the TGS before it was released and got a basic gist of everything it was about, kinda spoiled the entire game for myself if I ended up getting it but that's whatever. A character that stood out for me was Rachael, other than the pretty bad character design along with Raymond, I felt she could've been a fitting lead for the game. When I think of survival/horror I think of fear and the feeling of exposure, the feeling of helplessness and inability to comprehend what the hell is going on. When you look at Rachael you see she's scared, pessimistic on her mission and she didn't want to be on the Queen Zenobia to carry out whatever it was she had to do. She was inexperienced and had no clue on what she was in for, I ended up feeling bad for her later on in the game when she was attacked and her extended ooze trailer shed more light on what exactly had happened and when you see her later on in the game and she [SPOILERS] was transformed into an ooze all you do is hear her go back and forth between her former human self and her monstrous persona as if both sides of her soul was fighting for dominance. When Jill ends up 'killing' her she falls to the floor and screams "No..." multiple times while laughing manically but in between laughter she begins to weep and cry, the monster she was turned into was laughing while she died crying with what little humanity she had left, and I just felt so bad for her XD**

**I feel she was a bit of wasted opportunity, kind of a fanservice bait kind of character, again I feel her character design is pretty bad but she had potential. When playing with character's like Jill, Chris, Leon and Claire you're basically putting yourself in the shoes of people who have dealt with these kind of situations before. For them, it's just another day on the job dealing with the undead or whatever monsters they encounter, which is kinda what kills the feeling of horror. I can't really be scared if I'm a trained soldier trained to combat situations like that. I felt the same way about most of the characters in Revelations 2 as well, except Pedro because he annoyed me lol. I could've seen Moira being the lead for Revelations 2 as she was fresh blood and had no experience with being a survivor in a viral outbreak and so on but...I kinda hated her personality to be honest. Well, anyway, I guess that's all I wanted to say. Hopefully it wasn't a bad read and someone, somewhere, enjoyed it. If it gets enough views or a few good reviews I'll consider making another chapter but I don't ask for reviews, people can do that if they feel the need to XD**

**Thanks to all who stuck around and read. It's much appreciated, stranger!**


End file.
